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“There is one thing wrong about 
Christmas,” Tiny said to Tim as they sat 
at a table writing down the lists of things 
they wanted. 

“There’s nothing wrong with it that I 
can see,” said Tim. 

“But look at these lists,” Tiny answered. 
“Here are all these things we want for our- 
selves, and you know mother and dad will 
do their best to get them for us. But what 
are we going to give them?” 

“They haven’t asked for anything,” Tim 
said. 

“That’s what’s wrong,” said Tiny. “We've 
got to think up something. And I’ve already 
got an idea for mother.” 

“What?” 

“You remember that vase she broke?” 

“Oh, sure,” Tim laughed. “The water 
went all over the floor.” 

“Exactly,” Tiny said. “And I saw a vase 
in a store yesterday we could give her.” 

“What's it like?” 

“Well, it’s green for one thing, and it 
widens out at the top to two points, 
and Oh, I'll have to show it to you.” 

So next afternoon the boys stopped at the 
store and gazed through the window. 

“It really is a beauty,” Tim gasped, 
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“Probably costs a lot more than we have.” 

They went in and asked the price. 

“Four shillings and sixpence,” the lady 
said. 

“Oh, no!” Tim gasped. “We'd never be 
able to pay that much.” 

They walked out dejected. Then Tim 
brightened. “I have an idea. I could put in 
one shilling and threepence, and you could 
do the same. Then if we told big sister 
about it, she might be able to put in two 
more shillings and we’d have enough.” 

It wasn’t easy to get to talk to sister. It all 
had to be done so secretly. Mother had an 
amazing way of guessing things. 

But when Tiny explained the plan, sister 
thought it was a great idea. 

In the days that followed, the house grew 
full of secrets. And mysterious parcels be- 
gan piling up in the most unlikely places— 
under beds, deep down in bureau drawers, 
high up on cupboard shelves. 

Christmas Eve, Tiny and Tim found 
mother trying to arrange some flowers in a 
poor little old vase. 

“I do wish I hadn’t broken that yellow 
one,” she said. “And I wish I had told some- 
body I wanted a new one. They might have 
given me one for Christmas.” 

Tiny and Tim just smiled! 

Next morning, out from all their hiding 
places came the pretty packages, to be piled 
on the breakfast table, till there was hardly 
room for food. 

Then, starting at the youngest, each per- 
son opened a present in turn, around and 
around the table. 

Finally it was mother’s turn. She opened 
the big parcel from sister and the twins, 
and when she saw what was inside, her face 
lighted up with such a lovely smile that 
Tiny thought, “There’s nothing wrong with 
Christmas after all. It’s a perfect day.” 

And if, this Christmas, twenty-five years 
later, you were to visit a certain house I 
know very well, you’d likely see sister ar- 
ranging flowers in that same green vase, 
and mother, as she looks at it, would be 
thinking happily of her two little boys, 
now grown up and far away. 

When we give the best we can to mother, 
she gets so much happiness for such a long, 
long time. 

Your friend, 


poe Wracrel? 





-* | 4 
. 





> 
f 


| 





BILLY'S 






2 © Christmas Watch 


By W. L. BARCLAY 


peaey CHRISTMAS, everybody!” The 
cry rang through the house as Robert 
jumped from his bed and began to dress. 

Billy half wakened at the shout and 
pulled the blankets up around his neck. It 
was cold. 

Again the cry rang out. “Merry Christ- 
mas, everybody!” 

Billy fully awakened. He heard talking 
in the living room and excited, happy 
laughter. And then he realized what was 
happening. It was Christmas morning! Im- 
agine him forgetting! In a moment he was 
out of bed too and dressing as fast as he 
could get his clothes on. 








There was a startling noise as of something coming apart! 


Just at that moment the bedroom door 
opened and Robert looked in. “Hey, sleepy- 
head, don’t you want to see what your gifts 
are? If you don’t hurry we'll open your 
presents for you.” 

“Aw, you're just nosey,” Billy laughed. 
“You leave my presents alone, and I'll open 
them myself.” He rushed for the door, al- 
most knocking his brother down. 

The whole family was gathered around 
the tree. Mother and father were smiling 
happily, and the younger children were ea- 
gerly examining one another's gifts. There 
were excited oh’s and ah’s as each package 
was opened. To page 19 
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“May | Go Camping, Dad?” 


By HORACE GATES 


HY. Dad, may I go camping tomorrow 
night?” Bill asked while his dad tink- 
ered with a homemade picture enlarger. 

A terrible silence followed. Bill leaned 
against the workbench and gazed at his fa- 
ther’s face. What would dad say? Bill 
thought of the objections he might raise, 
and planned how to answer them. 

For instance, if dad said, “It’s pretty late 
to be planning a venture like that,” he 
would say, “You promised me ’way back in 
October, when the Pathfinders were build- 
ing their three-sided cabin, that I could 
camp there during the Christmas vacation.” 

That ought to stop him! But if dad went 
on and said, “The weather has been ter- 
ribly cold and clammy lately, you ought to 
be inside four walls, not just three,” he 
would say, “Dad, didn’t Abraham Lincoln 
stay in a three-sided cabin through one 
whole winter?” Bill knew dad admired 
Abraham Lincoln, and that argument ought 
to carry a lot of weight. 

But dad might raise another objection. 
“Lincoln’s cabin had a roof on it. This 
Pathfinder cabin has only some tar paper 
on half of the top, and the rest of the roof 
is wide open to the sky.” That would be 
easy! Bill would say, “The pastor gave the 
club a tarp, and we could spread it over the 
rest of the roof. It’s plenty big enough.” 

Of course, dad might still reply, “You'd 
likely get wet gathering wood for the fire, 
and then you'd catch a cold.” Dad was aw- 
fully careful about things like that where 
Bill was concerned, though he didn’t seem 
to mind getting wet himself. But Bill was 


ready with an answer. He'd say, “I know I 
might get wet, but I get wet carrying wood 
at home, too, and I just dry out by the 
stove. If I get wet camping, I can dry myself 
by the campfire.” 

That ought to settle all of dad’s objec- 
tions. But there was another one he might 
bring up. “Do you think it is safe to go by 
yourself? What if you should cut yourself 
with your ax or knife, or fall into the river, 
or get burned?” Dads always can think of 
the most scary things. 

Well, Bill decided that if dad said this he 
would hang his head and mumble humbly, 
“I guess something like that could happen. 
But you have told me of all the times you 
used to camp miles from home all by your- 
self when you weren’t much older than I 
am. After all, I'll be thirteen soon.” 

Then he’d pause and shuffle his foot in 
the sawdust and try to look as if it would be 
the saddest thing that ever happened if he 
couldn’t go, and he’d say, “I’ve read about 
when this country was new. Trappers and 
explorers often stayed out for months at a 
time, not just overnight. And they nearly 
always came out all right.” 

Dad probably wouldn’t be able to an- 
swer that one. Bill had heard him say so 
many times, “I suppose boys will be like 
their dads. And what this world needs is a 
lot more brave boys who are willing to face 
the wilderness alone.” 

But after all Bill’s planning, he didn’t 
have to use any of his arguments. For after 
a fearsome pause, dad looked up and smiled 
and said, “I reckon you can go, son.” 
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ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 


Bill packing his gear before heading out for camp. 


Whoopee! Three o'clock next afternoon, 
Bill, his pack, and Brownie (the dog) 
headed for Black River. Nobody saw them 
leave. Bill simply called around the corner, 
“Good-by, Dad, I’m going now.” 

“O.K.,” dad replied. “I'll be over in a bit 
to help you put the tarp on.” 

Black River is a lazy river that flows 
through a little settlement called Gate. 
Many years ago Gate was a thriving lumber 
town. But the big timber was cut from the 
hills, and the people left to find work else- 
where. In time the stores and houses rotted, 
tumbled down and burned, until today 
Gate is simply a peaceful little community 
of farms and woodlands and wild flowers. 

From Bill’s house to the cabin was about 
a mile. He went down a lane that led to the 
community post office and railroad depot, 
then through a couple of large pastures 
where white-faced cattle eyed him curi- 
ously, and finally by trail and logging road 
to the river. 

It was three-thirty when he arrived at 
the cabin. There was no time to lose. Wood 


must be gathered at once. Hatchet in hand, 
he set out to find a pitch core. He knew that 
the best place to look was on the rotted re- 
mains of old Douglas fir stumps. He wanted 
one badly, because a few thin shavings 
from such a core burn like kerosene. 

Bill's dad got so interested tinkering 
with his enlarger that it was almost dark be- 
fore he thought of Bill again. When he 
finally remembered, he hurried to the cabin 
and found a cozy fire and a neat pile of 
wood ready to greet him. A can of fir-needle 
tea swung gently from a sturdy crane built 
of two forked sticks and pounded into the 
ground on opposite sides of the fire with a 
straight stick across the top. Dad was also 
pleased by the neat arrangement of the fry- 
ing pan, first-aid kit, and pack along the 
back wall. In one corner Bill had rolled out 
his sleeping bag where the fire would help 
to cheer and warm him. 

Within minutes, the two of them had the 
tarp in place and a larger supply of wood 
hauled in. Then came rain. They just sat by 
the fire sipping the sweet fir-needle tea, and 
watching the old river flow by as night 
closed in and made the world seem ever so 
small and quiet. Nothing but the crackling 
of the fire and the low song of the water 
broke the stillness. 

Together they studied the Sabbath school 
lesson and knelt in prayer. Soon dad wan- 
dered off into the darkness and headed 
home. 

“Here, Brownie! Here, Brownie!” called 
Bill to his dog. Then he bribed him to stay 
close, by sharing some nuts and raisins 
with him. 

“Good night, Dad,” Bill called into the 
darkness. 

“Good night,” came dad’s answer from 
the distance. 

There may have been a shade of fear and 
loneliness in Bill's voice. But with a dog 
and a fire to keep him company, the loneli- 
ness quickly changed into the thrill of wil- 
derness adventure. Boys are brave. After all, 
the deep woods is far safer than busy high- 
ways and wicked cities. And there is an 
education to be learned in the far-off places 
—an education in self-reliance and trust in 
God. Every boy needs such lessons. 

Bill crawled into the sleeping bag early. 
His faithful pal lay down nearby. While the 
dying embers sent weird, flickering lights 
along the rafters, both boy and dog fell into 

To page 16 
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Prisoner to Preacher 





By MERNY B. SAVEKER 


Chapter Two 


If you missed the beginning: 

Down in South America, in Guatemala City, Ber- 
nardino Ramirez noticed a family friend in prison. Her 
name was Dofia Otilia, and he knew she was in jail 
only because the president of the country did not like 
her. She was hungry and thin, and Bernardino brought 
food, which he gave to a oo to pass on to her. One 
day an officer saw Bernardino giving a package to the 
guard and, after Bernardino left, he came over to in- 
vestigate. Of course, he found out what had been going 
on, and Bernardino knew he must flee the country or 
be arrested and probably executed. That very night he 
left home. Pedro Beltran, a friend, suggested that God 
would take care of him, but he scoffed, “I can take 
care of myself.” He rode on mules many miles to his 
mother’s home, then on across the border into Mexico. 
He made the trip safely, but naturally, he didn’t like 
being away from home. In the concluding part of the 
story, this week, he tries to get back. 


aoe night Bernardino fled from Guate- 
mala City, there was an elaborate birthday 
party for the president. Expensive wines and 
champagne were served in abundance. And 
the city’s great symphony orchestra played. 

This was one time in the year when the 
president laid aside all restraint. His glass 
was filled time and again. 

When the party finally ended, unsteady 
guests were escorted to their homes. 

The president finally got to his bed, but 
he needed a servant to help him put his 
pajamas on. 

It seemed no time at all before the valet 
tapped at his door with a breakfast tray. 
The president sighed and drank the strong 
coffee. 

His valet helped him dress in his uni- 
form. Then he scanned the daily schedule. 
He sent an order to have his carriage ready. 
Today he was making another visit to the 
penitentiary. 

The president’s arrival caused the usual 
excitement and suspense among the prison- 
ers. 

Today the president stopped by Dojfa 
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Otilia’s cell. She was asleep on her bunk, 
and her face was drawn and colorless. He 
stared at her. 

“Send her to the military hospital,” he 
ordered. “She will die anyway.” 

Pedro Beltran was the guard on duty 
nearest to the cells. He almost forgot that 
he was a guard, in his eagerness to whisper 
the news to Dofia Otilia. 

He waited till the president was gone, 
then with quick steps he was at the door of 
Dofia’s cell. 

“Dofia Otilia, Dofia Otilia! Good news! 
You are to go to the military hospital at 
once! Do you hear?” 

Dojia Otilia sat up. Sleep had overpow- 
ered her, and she seemed dazed: 

Again Pedro said, “Dofia Otilia, the pres- 
ident came! He ordered you sent at once 
to the military hospital!” 

Pedro saw a light of hope come into 
Dofia Otilia’s eyes. 

“Will I actually be taken from this cell?” 
she whispered, and her voice trembled with 
emotion. 





Bernardino stayed in Mexico as a fugitive 
for three years. 

The first year was difficult indeed. It was 
so hard to make a living. e r # 

He settled in a border town. His active | 
mind and observant eyes told him that buy- 
ing and selling merchandise would make 
him a reasonable living. 

One evening he wandered about aim- | 
lessly. He walked down an unpaved street | 
until he had almost reached the outskirts of 
the town. Around a certain building a group 
had gathered. He wondered about it and 
quickened his step. From the inside of the 





building he heard singing. On the outside 
men spat in the dust and made vulgar re- 
marks. 

“What's going on?” he asked a fellow 
on the edge of the group. 

“Are you a stranger here? This is the 
place where the heretics meet. The priests 
tell us that they worship the devil. They 
call themselves Evangelical Christians. Bah, 
Christians! Listen to them.” 

2 <= Bernardino edged his way through the 
group until he could see through a window. 
There he saw a congregation of humble 
folks gathered together. Before them stood a 
man with a black book in his hand. As he 
A read he explained the words to the little 
group. 

So these were the Evangelicals! What 
had Pedro said? 

Ah, yes, he remembered. “Put your trust 
in God. He will never leave you nor for- 
sake you.” 

“Nonsense,” he muttered under his 
breath. “I got over the frontier and am mak- 
ing my own way. Why should I bother to 
ask for God's help? I can get along by my- 
self all right.” 

He was about to push his way back out 
through the crowd when the little group 
inside began singing, “God Will Take Care 
of You.” 





JEANIE MC COY, ARTIST 





This made him angry. He forced his way 
out muttering, “I can take care of myself— 
and I will!” 

After the three years had gone by, he be- 
came homesick for his wife and mother. 

Affairs have settled down at home. I've 
probably been forgotten by now, he assured 
himself. I'm going to take the chance to see 
my folks. It is only a day’s journey across 
the border. 

He told no one about his plans. In Guate- 
mala the president had spies planted all 
over the republic. So he decided that he 
must appear to be making a trip to buy mer- 
chandise. 

In the late afternoon a sleepy little bor- 
der town saw a weary merchant ride in. He 
inquired for a place to buy fodder for his 
mules. When he was directed to a place on 
the edge of town he seemed quite pleased. 
This will make it possible for me to get an 
early start, Bernardino reasoned. 

Only the occasional bark of a dog early 
the next morning announced that anyone 
was astir. Quickly, and with as little noise 
as possible, Bernardino saddled his mules 
and was on his way. 

He bypassed several towns, but there was 
one village he could not avoid. As he rode 
through it, he recognized a man from Gua- 
tamala City standing in front of the tele- 






Bernardino pulled his hat down over his face so that he would not be recognized, but the man in 
front of the telegraph office called out in a loud voice all could hear, “Ola, Bernardino!” 
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graph office. He pulled his hat as far down 
over his face as possible, hoping to pass by 
without recognition. But a surprised, “Ola, 
Bernardino,” shattered that hope. He had to 
stop. The acquaintance plied him with 
questions. He wanted to know where he 
had been the past three years. Where was 
he headed now? Bernardino answered with 
few words, and evaded giving direct news. 
He sensed trouble. This man was much too 
curious. 

He had hardly left town before the tele- 
graph wires bristled, telling the chief of 
police in Guatemala City all about the ap- 
pearance and destination of Bernardino Ra- 
mirez. 

Bernardino urged his mules on and hoped 
to reach his mother by sundown. In this he 
succeeded. Once again she was surprised 
and delighted to see him. 

“But is it safe for you to be here, Nino?” 
she asked fearfully. 

“Oh, sure, sure,” he said. But he didn’t 
really feel very safe. 

He had much to tell her. The hours 
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seemed to melt away. Finally the mother 
said, “Nino, you are tired. You must get 
some rest. We can go on talking tomorrow.” 

During the afternoon siesta the next day 
a soldier knocked on the door. 

“I have an order from the mayor for Ber- 
nardino Ramirez to present himself at once,” 
he announced. 

Bernardino groaned aloud. “What does 
this mean?” If the soldier knew, he didn’t 
reply. 

Bernardino called out, “Mother, if I am 
not back in a couple of hours, go to the 
mayor's office for information.” 

He was fairly well acquainted with the 
mayor of Guatemala City, but the one here 
in San Jeronimo he didn’t know. 

He stepped into the mayor's office and 
gave a military salute. 

“You are Bernardino Ramirez?” the 
mayor growled. 

“Yes, sir, at your service,” 
prompt reply. 

“There is a standing order for your im- 


To page 16 
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When the car broke down it seemed as if 
Christmas was ruined—but it turned out 


to be my best Christmas ever. 





Roadside Christmas 


By DAISY JENNEY CLAY 


H, MOTHER, this is terrible!” I cried, 

as our car stalled on a lonely road in 
the southern hills. It was the day before 
Christmas, and we were driving south to 
spend the holidays with my aunt and my 
two ten-year-old cousins—just my age. In 
our car were the gifts we were taking them. 
Now we might not get there at all! 

Mother twisted this knob and that, but 
nothing happened. Then she said, “I saw 
a little house back there a short way. Let’s 
go there. I’m sure they won't have a phone, 
though.” 

We walked up the pebbly road to the 
small, unpainted house. At mother’s knock 
a sweet-faced young woman opened the 
door, two boys peering from behind her. 
When she heard about our trouble she 
asked us to come in and “stay as long as 





The two boys were sitting on blankets pulling things out of stockings. 


you have need.” Her husband came in soon, 
and he offered to pull our car to a garage 
in the next town and to send a telegram to 
my aunt. 

They asked us to eat supper with them. 
It really tasted good. Then the two boys 
went to bed on some blankets on the floor, 
for they gave up their bed to mother and 
me. Though it was Christmas Eve, I no- 
ticed that they didn’t hang up their stock- 
ings. Their mother explained to us, “Their 
daddy is the preacher in the little church 
up in the woods a piece, and money is 
mighty scarce this year. They’re good boys 
and they understand.” 

She held up two blue woolen caps for us 
to see. “I knitted them a cap apiece,” she 
said. “I raveled out a sweater, one my hus- 
band had worn out.” To page 18 
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A Visit With Desmond Doss 


What Desmond Did for Ben and How He 
Became a Christian 


By MARYAN B. WILKINSON 


WIDE WORLD PHOTOS, INC. 


Desmond Doss receiving the Congressional Medal of 
Honor from President Truman at the White House. 


10 { JUNIOR GUIDE 





wie Desmond was growing up, the 
young people’s leader in his church 
was Ben Crowder.* One Friday evening, at 
MV meeting, Ben opened his Bible to Mat- 
thew 25:36 and read, “‘I was sick, and ye 
visited me: I was in prison, and ye came 
unto me.” His face lit up with a big smile. 
“Let's do it!” 

Desmond Doss was one of the young 
people in the congregation. Ben was so 
happy at the thought of doing what was 
right that the young people just “caught” 
the idea the way you'd catch a cold. It was 
contagious. 

So the young people got some of Des- 
mond’s flowers and some good papers and 
went to a hospital Sabbath afternoon and 
to a jail the next. They visited everybody 
they could who needed help. 

They had a wonderful time, and Des- 
mond knew that angels went with them 
and helped them to be a blessing. He 
learned more and more about the fun of 
doing things for others. It was a great help 
to him when he got into the Army. And it 
helped him to say No to temptation when 
he was in school. 

But then a terrible thing happened. 
Somebody began to say mean things about 
Ben Crowder. They didn’t like the way he 
organized his MV meetings. They thought 
he did too much himself. Ben Crowder 
heard about it, and he began to feel bad. 





*We're calling him Ben Crowder which isn’t his real 
name. Otherwise he might be embarrassed. 




















He got discouraged. He didn’t go to prayer 
meeting any more. He and his wife forgot 
to read the Bible and pray. They stopped 
going to church and began to get careless. 

Soon Ben and his wife were smoking 
cigarettes. And then they began to drink. 

Desmond Doss felt worried whenever he 
thought of Ben Crowder. He tried to think 
of some way to help him. He prayed for 
him and sent him papers, but Ben wasn’t 
interested in coming back to church. 

One night Desmond dreamed that he 
- @: Ben back in the old home church! Of 

course Desmond didn’t believe that all 
drearns come true, but he thought that some 
day this dream would. He made up his 
mind to try to make it come true, anyway. 

He went home after the war. “I’m going 
to see Ben Crowder, Dad,” he said. 

“You'd better not, Desmond,” Mr. Doss 
said. “Ben doesn’t want to see any Advent- 
ists. 

“Don’t worry about that, Dad,” Desmond 
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This is why Desmond Doss was awarded the Medal—for lowering wounded over a cliff, under fire. 


answered. “I still think Ben Crowder is 
coming back into the church someday.” 

So Desmond went to see Ben. He didn’t 
look much like an Adventist. He had been 
drinking heavily. But he was glad to see 
his old friend again. 

“Tm not here to preach to you,” Desmond 
said. “But you’ve been a great help to me. 
I'd just be glad to have a chance to help 
you. 

Every time Desmond went home, he 
went to see Ben Crowder. He sent more 
papers. He prayed for him. 

Years passed. Finally Ben Crowder began 
to go to some meetings. He and his wife de- 
cided to come back to church. They went 
Ingathering with their old friends. They 
were ready to be baptized again. 

Two days before the baptism, Ben 
Crowder came home and found his wife 
lying on the floor. She had had a heart at- 
tack and was dead. But she had died be- 

To page 17 
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to me that Jesus still answers prayer,” says 


“This experience I had when I was nine proved 


Anna Mangin, who calls herself Annie in the story. 


ANNIES CHRISTMA 


preus ran down the steps of the school- 
house. Her books, dangling on a strap 
over her shoulder, banged at her back. She’d 
be late getting home. After the Christmas 
program this afternoon, Miss Huff had 
taken down the tree. She asked Annie to 
stay and help. 

She smoothed her soft red coat with mit- 
tened hands. Yesterday was her ninth birth- 
day. The red coat, one of Cousin Morine’s, 
was her birthday gift. Having a birthday 
two days before Christmas wasn’t always 
fun. One of the holidays was certain to be 
unsatisfactory. 

This year Annie didn’t mind. The gift of 
Morine’s clothing she had received on her 
birthday was more than she would get for 
Christmas. She knew that. This morning 
before she went to school she had overheard 
grandpa talking to the landlord. 

“Why, Captain, we don’t know whether 
we'll have food for the young’uns on Christ- 
mas Day, unless God performs a miracle.” 
Grandpa's voice was sad. “How can I pay 
the rent?” 

“Well, I'll wait till New Year’s Day. 
Then I want my money.” The captain 
stomped off the porch. 

Annie heard grandpa and grandma whis- 
pering for a long time. She got out of bed 
and crept to their door. I'll tell them not to 
worry, she thought. 

Peeping through the door, she saw 
grandpa and grandma kneeling beside the 
bed, praying. Her heart was suddenly 
lighter. She tiptoed back to her room. “Ev- 
erything will be all right now,” she whis- 
pered as she hurried to dress for school. But 
now, walking home from school, she won- 
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By ANNA MANGIN 


dered. Did God really hear what grandpa 
and grandma said? 

Annie took the short cut along the rail- 
road track. It was the quickest way home. 
She walked on the shining blue ribbon of 
steel rails that stretched through the un- 
broken snow. She turned off onto the path 
that led through the chokecherry thicket 
and across the pasture to the little white 
house where she lived with grandpa and 
grandma. 

Her new shoes were smooth and shiny. 
They were birthday gifts too, like the warm 
red wool leggings. How the black patent 
leather glistened against the white snow! 
“Screek-scrawk, screek-scrawk,”’ they 
sounded, and the sound made her feel 
happy. She did a little jig step on the path. 
Then her foot slipped and she slid through 
the snow to the bottom of the low bank that 
ran along the tracks. 

A snowdrift stopped her fall. She scram- 
bled to her feet. A can tumbled out of the 
pile of snow. She picked it up, turning it 
in her hand. The can was unopened. She 
kicked against the snow pile again, and 
more cans rolled out. They were rusty and 
dented, and a few had bulging ends. The 


labels were peeling off. All the cans ver 


unopened. She scurried to the other en 
of the long pile and pushed the snow away. 
More cans spilled out. She wiped three of 
them with her mittens and carried them the 
short distance home, across the pasture. 
Grandma was at the gate waiting for her. 

“Look, Grandma, oh, look!” she panted. 
“There’s a big pile of cans like this right 
down there by the railroad, in the choke- 
cherry thicket.” 








! 





MIRACLE 


Grandma took a can and examined it. 
“Now I wonder what can be in them. Let's 
go and find grandpa. We'll see what he 
says. 

Grandpa was chopping wood behind the 
house. Annie thrust the cans into his hands. 
“I found them in the snow in the choke- 
cherry thicket.” 

“Let’s go inside.” Grandpa led the way to 
the kitchen. “We'll soon find out what's 
in them.” Annie ran to get the can opener. 

She held her breath while grandpa 
opened the first can. “Tomatoes! Oh, do you 
suppose they are all tomatoes?” Annie was 
getting more and more excited. “Hurry, 
Grandpa, hurry!” 

The second can held golden halves of 
peaches, and the third, purple plums. Annie 
squealed with joy. 

Grandpa and grandma stared at the three 
cans, then at each other. 





“Tell us exactly where you got them,” 
grandpa said. 

“Just down in the ravine, Grandpa.” 
Annie danced up and down. “There’s a pile 
as tall as me and three or four times as long.” 

Grandpa smiled at her. “That would be 
an awful big pile of cans, Annie,” he said. 
“Maybe you better go and have George 
bring the big wheelbarrow over and help 
you fetch them home. This looks like a 
miracle to me.” 

“How could I have doubted that God 
would hear grandma and_ grandpa’s 
prayers?” Annie thought as she ran down 
the road to her cousin’s house. 

George heard her coming and popped his 
head out of the root cellar. “George, O 
George, come quick,” Annie shouted. 
“We're having a miracle at our house!” 

“A what?” George asked. 

“A miracle, silly! You look just like a 
gopher, with just your head sticking out.” 
Annie shook her mittened hands and 
laughed. “Come on . 

“Can't you see I’m busy? Go away!” 








HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 


“Come quick, George!” Annie shouted. “We’re having a miracle at our house!” 
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George snapped a long braid of dry onions 
at her. “I've got to braid these or I can’t go 
sing carols tonight.” 

“Really truly, George, we have got a mur- 
acle—a Christmas miracle! Grandpa said you 
must come and help haul it home. Maybe 
we'll all have a nice Christmas dinner to eat, 
then. Bring the big wheelbarrow and come 
on. 
George dashed for the barn and came 
back at once with the wheelbarrow. “Where 
food is concerned,” he laughed, “I’m always 
ready to drop anything else.” 
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GUEST ROOM 
By MARION STEARNS CURRY 


| am watching for a very 

Extra special Guest tonight. 
There's a candle in the window 

That will give Him lots of light; 
And the door will open to Him 

At just the slightest touch. 
We're only humble people, but 

We love Him very much. 


Oh, homes galore are ready 
For His Christmas call; 
And isn't it a miracle 
That He will enter all? 
The rich, the poor, the in-betweens— 
It matters not a mite. 
Everyone who loves Him 
He will visit Christmas night. 


LEEPER BBS BSS PRS SS 


Annie led him down to the ravine in the 
chokecherry thicket. “See there,” she ex- 
claimed. “That’s God’s answer to grandma 
and grandpa’s prayer.” 

George gave a long, low whistle. “Well, 
Merry Christmas to you, Annie! Are these 
cans all full of food?” He began putting 
them in the barrow. 

When it was full George tried to push 
it, but it was too heavy. 

“Wait, George, grandpa gave me some 
rope. Tie it on the front, then I can pull 
while you push.” 

“Come on, Annie! Come on, pull!” 
George shouted as they got the barrow up 
out of the ravine. 
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When they reached home they pushed the 
unwieldy load up to the back steps. 
Grandpa was just coming into the yard. 

“I went to see the sheriff,’ he said. “I 
thought we ought to tell him about the cans 
in case they belong to someone who needs 
them.” 

“What did he say?” George asked. “Shall 
we go and get the rest? There are two or 
three more loads.” 

“He said to bring them to the house. He 
thinks it is very unlikely that anyone will 
claim them. They may be the loot from 
Castiel’s store. It was robbed last winter, 
remember?” 

When the last of the cans had been 
stacked in the kitchen grandpa stood look- 
ing at them. “The sheriff is going to call 
Mr. Castiel. He will let us know what to do 
with them.” 

“T'll be going home now,” George said 
through chattering teeth. “Mother will be 
looking for me.” 

“Oh, no.” Grandma put her hand on his 
arm. “Grandpa stopped at your house on 
the way back, and you may stay here for 
supper. You have been such a big help. We 
are all proud of you.” 

As grandma bent over George, the lamp- 
light shone on her silver hair. She looked 
just like an angel, our Christmas angel, 
Annie thought. 

They had finished supper when they 
heard a thump on the front porch. Grandpa 
hurried to open the door. There stood Mr. 
Castiel. Annie’s mouth popped open with 
surprise. “Why, you look just like Santa 
Claus!” she cried. 

“That’s exactly what I hoped you’d think.” 
Mr. Castiel’s blue eyes danced. “These were 
left over from the Christmas barrel at the 
church last night.” He held three large red- 
net stockings filled with candy and nuts. A 
net sack leaning against the doorjamb 
was overflowing with golden oranges and 
bananas. 

“Well, ma’am,” Mr. Castiel said, “aren't 
you going to invite me in?” 

“Oh, yes, do come in, Mr. Castiel.” 
Grandma swung the door wide. “Tell us, 
what did you find out?” 

“After the sheriff called, I got in touch 
with my insurance company,’ Mr. Castiel 
said. “They told me to do as I like with the 
canned goods. The company paid me in- 
surance on the theft sometime ago.” He sat 

To page 18 














The Christmas Flower 


By MABEL R. BRIDGES 


HAT would Christmas be like without 
the bright red poinsettia? It makes our 
homes and churches so much prettier! 
But can anyone tell where the poinsettia 
came from? And where did it get its name? 
For hundreds of years it was just another 
wildflower growing in Mexico, hardly no- 
ticed at all. Then it so happened that a 
young man living in Charleston, South 
Carolina, named Joel Poinsett, was told by 
his doctor to spend as much time as possible 
outdoors. Fortunately, he liked farming. 
He was born on March 2, 1799, right 
after the American Revolution. He grew 
up at a time when everybody was talking 
politics, and he couldn't keep out of it. 
Soon he was elected to a job in his home 
j town. 
His sister became seriously ill with tuber- 
culosis. His father died. And all the time the 
poor and needy demanded his attention. 


But before long he was voted to be a 
Congressman from South Carolina. And 
this proved to be very bad for his health. 
Never robust, he was in office only three 
months when his health broke, and his doc- 
tor ordered a change of climate. 

How wonderfully the health problem 
dovetailed with the political situation! Joel 
Poinsett was called upon to be America’s 
first minister to Mexico! He thereby got the 
two things he loved most in life—a political 
situation and a land of flowers to live in! 

Walking for his health one day, breath- 
ing deeply of the fragrant Mexican air, he 
saw a scrubby plant along the roadside. Its 
large red blossom fascinated him. He 
brought a specimen to his home in Charles- 
ton. 

Now picture, if you can, the old mansion 
set at the end of an avenue of oaks draped 
with long Spanish moss, and this plant, 
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nurtured by Mr. Poinsett’s personal care, 
glowing richly along the porch and walks. 

The red flower was still not thought of as 
a Christmas flower, but it caused so much 
attention that finally it was exhibited before 
the national florists’ convention, and so en- 
thusiastically received that it was named 
the poinsettia! 

Thus was a wild plant transformed to a 
Christmas emblem and named after the 
man who transformed it, and properly so, 
for Joel Roberts Poinsett was a man who 
achieved great things, not only in statesman- 
ship but in botany as well! 





“May I Go Camping, Dad?” 
From page 5 


dreamless sleep. Only once did Brownie 
wake, barking. Something had slapped the 
water, probably a beaver. 

Morning came. The rising sun sparkled 
on the bubbling water. The fire was soon 
crackling. Dad walked the mile or so to the 
river to see how Bill had fared. Hotcakes 
were frying. Syrup was boiling. 

You know, fellows (and girls, too), it’s 
hard to beat hotcakes cooked over an open 
fire and the song of a lazy river glittering 
in the early dawn. It’s the life for all of you! 





Prisoner to Preacher 
From page 8 


mediate arrest on discovery. The charge is 
conspiracy and desertion. You are under 
arrest.” The mayor turned to the soldier 
and said, “Call the warden to come and 
take this man to jail.” 

Bernardino’s arrest caused little concern 
to the people of San Jeronimo. The whole 
republic had become accustomed to such 
cases. In Guatemala City, where he was 
better known, the news of his capture was 
passed around, and then forgotten. 

Bernardino passed weeks in jail. He was 
able to get word to his wife, and she came 
immediately to stay with his mother. She 
visited him as often as she was allowed, but 
even with those visits, time dragged. Ber- 
nardino had plenty of time for meditation. 
At times his thoughts turned to God. Al- 
though he was a grown man, he knew very 
little about God and nothing at all of sal- 
vation. He remembered the conversation 
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he had had with Pedro and wished the 
Christian were near. 

One afternoon he was aroused by a kind 
voice saying, “Buenas tardes, amigo (“Good 
afternoon, my friend” ).” 

He came to the door of his cell and found 
a plainly dressed man carrying a pack and 
some leaflets in his hand. 

“Would you care to read these leaflets?” 
he asked, holding out a few. 

“What are they about?” 

“They explain God's plan of salvation,” 
the Bible agent replied. 

At the mention of God and salvation, 
Bernardino became attentive. Probably here 
was a man who could answer some of his 
questions. The two talked for hours. 

Time meant little to Bernardino. The Bi- 
ble agent recognized an inquiring mind and 
a hungry heart, and was willing to stay and 
answer questions. 

Finally Bernardino asked his visitor, 
“Where did you learn all this? I thought 
only priests could explain religious sub- 
jects.” 

The Bible agent smiled. “I used to think 
so too, until I began reading the Bible. Then 
I discovered that the plan of salvation is all 
inside its sacred covers. Its message is for 
everyone.” 

“The Bible, what book is that?” Bernar- 
dino asked eagerly. 

“The Bible is God’s inspired word. Here 
is mine. I carry it with me everywhere I go. 
If you wish I will lend this one to you and 
get you another one. They are not too hard 
to find, nor too expensive. I bought mine 
in Coban for two dollars. I happen to know 
that there are many more in Guatemala 
City.” 

Bernardino was impressed with the gen- 
erosity of the Bible agent. Although an ex- 
perienced man of the world, he had never 
had a Bible in his hand. 

The Bible agent glanced around the cell. 
Presently he said, “I wonder who wrote 
that on the wall?” For there written ‘@ 
Spanish were the words, “Dios es amor 
(“God is love”)!” 

“I did,” said Bernardino. “One day I was 
wondering about the Supreme Being. I 
said to myself that if there was a God, He 
must be a God of love. So I took the burnt 
ends of matches and wrote that.” 

The Bible agent turned and looked at 
him with new interest, then pressed his 
Bible into Bernardino’s hand. 














“Take this and read it. You will discover 
many wonderful things.” And with that the 
agent was on his way. 

The days were not too long now. Curi- 
ously Bernardino read this wonderful new 
Book. To his astonishment and delight he 
read in 1 John 4:8, “God is love.” 

He cried out, “Surely there is a God, and 
He is trying to make me understand Him 
and His ways.” 

When the Bible agent called again, he 
found Bernardino full of suppressed excite- 
ment. 

“See what I found in the Bible!” And he 
read aloud the verse, “God is love.” 

The Bible agent, as Philip of old, began 
from that wonderful text and explained 
God’s plan of salvation. Together the two 
men read John 3:16: “For God so loved the 
world, that he gave his only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth in him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life.” 

They continued to read together Romans 
10:13, “For whosoever shall call upon the 
name of the Lord shall be saved.” 

The Bible agent read a few more verses, 
explaining each in a simple manner. 

Bernardino listened attentively. He 
understood now that Jesus had died for 
him, and had a new life for him. Sincerely 
he accepted the Lord Jesus as his personal 
Saviour, and trusted in His merits for sal- 
vation. 

His cell was no longer a prison! Peace 
filled his heart. The heavy burden of sin 
and guilt rolled away. When alone, he pored 
over the Word. When visitors came he 
poured out to them the wonderful new 
truths that the Holy Spirit had revealed to 
him. 

Before the year ended the despotic rule 
of President Manuel Estrada Cabrera was 
overthrown. A different type of president 
took over the affairs of government. 

The political prisoners were given just 
and fair trials, and most of them were re- 
eased. 

Dojfia Otilia was given her liberty. As 
soon as she was able to leave the military 
hospital, she joined her jubilant family. 
Their joy was complete when the father 
and husband rejoined them. 

Bernardino Ramirez secured an able law- 
yer who put his case before the new presi- 
dent. 

One more family was made surpremely 
happy when he too was released from jail. 


But the man who stepped from the con- 
fines of that jail was a very different man 
from the one who had entered it. Bernar- 
dino had gone into the prison a man of the 
world, he came out a man of God. He be- 
came a devoted servant to his wonderful 
Redeemer. For many years he was an out- 
standing preacher in Guatemala, Honduras, 
and El Salvador. 


A Visit With Desmond Doss 
From page 11 


lieving in Jesus. Ben knew that he would 
see her again when Jesus comes. If she 
had died a little while earlier, she wouldn't 
have been ready to meet the Lord. 

So Ben Crowder was baptized alone. He 
loves the Lord who helped him return to 
His dear church. Ben is glad, too, that 
Desmond Doss didn’t give up, that he 
prayed for him and visited him and sent him 
papers faithfully. 

“And let ws not be weary in well doing: 
for in due season we shall reap, if we faint 
not” (Galatians 6:9). 

I asked Desmond Doss how he himself 
became a Christian. Not just how he began 
to go to church and Sabbath school, but 
how he decided to give his life to the Lord 
and serve Him with all his heart. 

“Well, of course, the first thing,” he said, 
“was that I had a faithful Adventist mother. 
She always prayed with me and prayed for 
me and taught me the Bible. 

“Then, too, I went to church school. 
That made a lot of difference. I had some 
wonderful Christian teachers. We studied 
the Bible in school and prayed together. 
Those teachers always encouraged me to 
give my heart to the Lord. 

“There was one man I remember espe- 
cially—the educational secretary of our un- 
ion conference. He used to come to our 
school. We'd go out at recess, and he would 
go out and play with us. We'd have a won- 
derful time playing. Then we would go 
back into the schoolroom, and he would 
talk to us. He gave us some good talks, and 
we enjoyed listening because he enjoyed 
playing with us. I'll never forget what Elder 
Chris P. Sorensen did for me at school. 

“I really think going to church school 
was the most important thing in helping me 
become a Christian.” 
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I didn’t ask Desmond Doss whether he 
thought church school was worth the 
money his parents had to pay to send him 
there. He knows it was worth it—every dime 
of it. It was while he was in church school 
that he formed the habit of reading the Bi- 
ble every day. And he learned to go to Sab- 
bath school and church every week. 

Later he went into the Army. Officers 
thought he didn’t need to go to church, but 
that wasn’t the way Desmond felt about it! 
It takes a lot to break a good habit that you 
learn in church school. 

It was in school that Desmond learned to 
be unselfish. He decided to serve the Lord 
and help others. That’s what he did in the 
war. He went into dangerous places to help 
men who had been shot. He had learned to 
trust God, so he wasn’t afraid. 

He got his medal—the Congressional 
Medal of Honor—from the President, really, 
for the things he learned in church school. 
He got it for doing what Jesus would do, 
for being the kind of man his Christian 
teachers wanted him to be. 

Desmond Doss wishes that every one of 
you could be in a church school where you 
can take your stand for the Lord and learn 
to serve Him. 


Annie’s Christmas Miracle 
From page 14 


down in the rocking chair. “So, I want you 
to take those cans as a gift for Christmas. 
They can’t be sold now, there are no labels 
on them and they are all rusty, some are 
even bulging at the ends. Those you will 
have to throw away. Besides, I think the 
children earned them by bringing them 
home.” 

He took a list out of his pocket and read 
in a sing-song voice. “There should be five 
cases each of peaches, pineapple, tomatoes, 
plums, pears. Corn, peas, string beans, mac- 
aroni.” He took a long breath. “Two cases 
each of raspberry jam, strawberry jam, con- 
cord grape jelly ” He got up and went 
to the door. 

“This is indeed a Christmas miracle!” 
grandma said. “You will never know how 
much we thank you! God bless you, and 
may you have a happy, happy Christmas.” 
Grandma closed the door as Mr. Castiel 
went down the walk. 

A great warmth filled Annie’s heart. A 
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glow seemed to light the room. George 
caught her eye and hugged himself ecstat- 
ically. Annie knew Jesus had answered 
grandpa and grandma’s prayers and sent a 
miracle to the little white house on His 
birthday. 


Roadside Christmas 
From page 9 

When she went to shut up the chicken 
coop, I looked at mother and she looked at 
me. I guess we both had the same idea. We 
opened our grips and brought out some of 
the gifts we had for my cousins. “We'll 
make it up to the boys when we get there,” 
mother said. We took the gloves, a game, 
some candy, even a rocket set, and crammed 
them into a pair of newly darned stockings 
we saw on the table. 

“What can we give the mother?” I whis- 
pered. Mother held up a green-and-red 
scarf. “I meant this for you,’ she smiled. 
“Are you willing?” 

“Of course,” I said. “But what shall we 
give the minister?” 

“I know just the thing,” she said, and 
slipped the tissue paper off a small framed 
picture—Sallman’s “Head of Christ.” 

The next morning I was wakened by 
loud shouts. At first I couldn’t remember 
where I was. Then I saw the two boys sit- 
ting up on their blanket bed and pulling 
things out of stockings in great excitement. 
Then they were quiet for a moment, and I 
heard one of them say, “I knew God would 
send us something.” 

The mother and her husband were sur- 
prised to find gifts under their plates at 
breakfast, and they just beamed. Mother 
and I were surprised too, for at our places 
were a glass of wild grape jelly and a bag 
of pecans from their tree. 

We walked through the woods to the 
little church, and we sang Christmas songs 
and listened to a talk. Then we came home 
and ate a fine dinner. & j 

By this time our car was fixed, and we 
said good-by. As we drove along the wind- 
ing, woodsy road I said to mother, “I felt 
awful when our car gave out yesterday, but 
now I’m glad it did. I'll never forget this 
Christmas!” 

And we don’t ever forget those lovely 
friends. We send them little gifts each year, 
and always one comes for us—a box of pe- 


cans. They taste so good, 














Billy’s Christmas Watch 
From page 3 


“Come on, Billy,’ mother smiled, “you're 
missing all the fun. How can you be so lazy 
on Christmas?” 

“Nobody wakened me,” 
“Where are my presents?” 

“Now, just look for them,” mother teased. 
“Either they are under all that paper scat- 
tered around the tree or one of the other 
children has them.” 

Billy began to scatter the paper far and 
wide. At last he found two packages with 
his name on them. They were beautifully 
wrapped and sealed. Quickly unwrapping 
them, he examined their contents. 

The first package contained socks and a 
flashlight. The second was a small package 
and did not look like much. But when 
Billy opened it he let out a yell of delight. 
“Oh, boy! Look what I got! Just what I 
wanted! How did you know?” And he held 
up the little box so everyone could see. 

Inside was a boy’s pocket watch! 

Billy took it out and listened to it. It 
was not running. So he wound it just as 
he had seen his father wind his watch every 
night, and immediately it began to tick. 

With a broad smile covering his face, 
Billy placed the watch in his pocket and 
turned to look at the gifts his brother and 
sisters had received, but his mind was still 
on the watch! In just a moment he took it 
out of his pocket and looked at again. 

“Say, Mother,” he cried, “it’s breakfast 
time.” He was eager to eat and go out to 
show off the watch to his friends. 

Everyone laughed. 

After breakfast Billy bundled up warmly 
against the cold and began to leave the 
house. As he reached the door, father called. 

“Take good care of your watch, son. Be 
careful of letting others handle it. It will be 
a long time before you get another one.” 

“T'll be careful,” answered Billy. “Don’t 
worry.” And he was gone. 

How proud he was to show that watch 
to his friends! He would let them listen to 
it tick, but he would not let anyone handle 
it. During the day he showed it to every- 
one who would look, and he kept hoping 
that someone would ask him the time so he 
could take the watch out. 

During the next week Billy took the 
watch out of his pocket many times a day. 
It was surprising how often he needed to 


Billy replied. 





Scriptures Every Junior Should Remember 


December 

25. John 3:3 We must have new birth 
26. John 6:45 Taught of God 

27. John 13:14, 15 An example 

28. 1 John 4:11 We should love one another 


29. John 20:17 Our God and our Father 
30. Rom. 8:38, 39 Always with Him 
31. Rev. 22:14 Back to the tree of life 








know the time—always when someone was 
looking at him! The novelty never seemed 
to wear off, much to the amusement of his 
parents. 

Sabbath came, and Billy and his brother 
and sisters went to Sabbath school. He tried 
to keep his mind on what the teacher was 
saying, but his mind was still on the watch. 
Many times he looked at it—just to make 
sure it was running, of course. The teacher 
was careful to compliment Billy on the 
precious gift, and then as carefully ignored 
it for the rest of the class period. 

Finally classes were over, and the Sabbath 
school came together again. And Billy 
looked at the watch. Across the face of it 
was the word, “Ingersoll.” Then he had an 
idea. What did the watch look like on the 
inside? He opened his pocket knife and in- 
serted the blade into a notch in the back 
of the watch and pried it off. 

It was all shiny inside, and there were 
some numbers stamped on the half plate he 
could see. There were also some screws on 
the plate, and on the part the plate did not 
cover he could see some wheels moving 
back and forth in perfect rhythm. What was 
under the plate? Using his knife as a screw- 
driver, he unscrewed one of the screws. He 
unscrewed a second screw. He unscrewed a 
third. 

Billy's knife made contact with the slot 
in the fourth screw, and he began to turn. 
Suddenly there was a startling noise, as of 
something coming apart, and wheels, 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the fourth quarter: "Christ-Centered Doctrines" 


XIV—The Home of the Saved 


(December 31) 


Memory VERSE: “Blessed are they that do his 
commandments, that they may have right to the 
tree of life, and may enter in through the gates 
into the city” (Revelation 22:14). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read an Old Testament chapter that tells us 
how different things will be for all in the new 
earth, Isaiah 35. Read the memory verse a few 
times, and remember to go over it daily as you 
do your lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 
God Made the Earth for Man to Enjoy 


Open your Bible to Psalm 115. 


When God made this beautiful earth He made 
it to give pleasure to those who were to inhabit 
it. Read verse 16. 

Everything about the earth was “very good” 
when it was made by the Creator, and before 
sin spoiled it. 

God’s plans for a perfect, beautiful earth, have 
not changed, though Satan has temporarily de- 
layed them and made the earth an ugly place by 
comparison. “For thus saith the Lord that 
created the heavens; God himself that formed the 
earth, and made it; he hath established it, he 
created it not in vain, he formed it to be in- 
habited” (Isa. 45:18). In these words are ex- 
pressed God’s plans and hopes for the earth. 

Although God’s purpose for the earth has been 
delayed by sin it will one day be fulfilled. One 
day He will see people enjoying the earth in the 
beauty with which He endowed it in the begin- 
ning. 

“‘God made the world to enlarge heaven. He 
desired a larger family’ (EGW RH June 25, 
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1908). This same planet will be the final home 
of the redeemed. He has promised that the meek 
‘shall inherit the earth’ (Matt. 5:5).”—The 
Seventh-day Adventist Commentary, on Ps. 
115:16. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 342. 


THINK how satisfied God will be when the earth 
is fulfilling the purpose for which He made it. 


Pray to be part of the plan He has for the 
earth made new. 


MONDAY 
The Hope of an Earth Restored 
Open your Bible to Hebrews 11. 


The hope of an earth restored to what God in- 
tended it to be has cheered the children of God 
from the time of Adam and Eve. Just as soon as 
they had sinned our first parents were promised 
an end of Satan’s control of the earth. 

Abraham was called to make a home and 
nation in a new land. Read what Paul tells us' 
about his obedience in going to this country of 
God’s choice, in verses 8 and 9. 

But while he went to make an earthly nation 
in a new country, he had a vision of something 
much better. Read about that vision in verse 10. 

Abraham’s heirs (all children of faith, what- 
ever their nationality) have shared his hope of 
a better country ever since the day when he left 
Ur for the new country. Read about this hope in 
verses 13 to 16. 

“The heritage that God has promised to his 
people is not in this world. Abraham had no 
possession in the earth, ‘no, not so much as to 
set his foot on.’... But the word of God had not 


























failed; neither did it meet its final accomplish- 
ment in the occupation of Canaan by the Jewish 


people. ... The Bible plainly teaches that the 
promises made to Abraham are to be fulfilled 
through Christ. All that are Christ’s are ‘Abra- 
ham’s seed and heirs according to the promise,’— 
heirs to ‘an inheritance incorruptible, and unde- 
filed, and that fadeth not away,’—the earth ‘freed 
from the curse of sin.’ For, ‘the kingdom and 
dominion, and the greatness of the kingdom 
under the whole heaven, shall be given to the 
people of the saints of the Most High;’ and ‘the 
meek shall inherit the earth, and shall delight 
themselves in the abundance cf peace.’ "—Patri- 
archs and Prophets, pp. 169, 170. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 170. 

THINK how the hope of a new earth has kept 
up the spirits of men and women of countless 
generations. 


Pray to let this hope brighten your life and 
give it purpose. 


TUESDAY 
The New Testament Teaches About This Home 


Open your Bible to Revelation 21. 


New Testament writers, as well as men and 
women of Old Testament times, believed in and 
taught the doctrine of a home for the saved on 
an earth made new. John, Peter, and Paul all 
made reference to it in their writings. 

Jesus Himself speaks about this home. “In my 
Father’s house are many mansions: if it were 
not so, I would have told you,” He says, “I go to 
prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare 
a place for you, I will come again, and receive 
you unto myself: that where I am, there ye may 
be also” (John 14:2, 3). 

John, to whom the history of the world was 
revealed in a series of wonderful visions, saw 
the home Jesus has gone to prepare. Read verses 
1 and 2 and see how beautiful it appeared to 
him in vision. 

Jesus, in His promise, said that we would be 
with Him in this new earth. John tells us how 
He will keep this promise. Read verse 3. 

Jesus could have chosen any one of the count- 





less worlds He has made to be His home, but 
He chooses this—the one lost world, the one for 
which He suffered and died—to call His home. 
What a privilege to have Him live in our home! 

For further reading: Early Writings, p. 17, 
par. 3. 

TuInkK how often in the Scriptures we are 
given the glorious promise of a new home. 

Pray to prepare a character now that will ad- 
mit you to that home. 


WEDNESDAY 
Joys of the New Earth 
Open your Bible to Revelation 21 and 22. 


Because we are so used to this world of sin 
and suffering and ugliness, it is impossible for 
us to be able to even imagine how wonderful the 
new earth will be. However, the Bible lifts the 
curtain to give us a few glimpses of what is 
being prepared for those who love Jesus and 
want the victory over sin in this life. 

We are told of the passing away of all the 
things that make this life unhappy. Read about 
this in verse 4. 

Our greatest joy will be in seeing Jesus, our 
rightful Sovereign, there, and knowing that 
nothing can separate us from Him any more. 
Look in chapter 22, verses 3 and 4. 

The new order of love and trust is extended 
even to the animal world. The wolf and the lamb 
will be seen side by side, the leopard and the 
kid, the calf and the young lion, and little chil- 
dren will be able to play safely with them, Isaiah 
tells us (Isa. 11:6-9). 

There will be plenty to do in the new earth, 
but no one will feel weary and count the hours 
till the day is done. The prophet Isaiah tells us 
that we shall be able to enjoy the results of our 
work too (Isa. 65:21, 22). 

“Human language is inadequate to describe 
the reward of the righteous. It will be known 
only to those who behold it. No finite mind can 
comprehend the glory of the Paradise of God.”— 
The Great Controversy, p. 675. 


For further reading: Early Writings, p. 18, 
par. 1. 


“And a little child shall lead them.” 


WM. STRUTT, ARTIST 





THINK of the contrast between the earth as 
Satan has spoiled it and the earth as Christ will 
restore it soon. 


Pray to keep before your mind the great re- 
ward that Christ is offering to those who love 
and serve Him. 


THURSDAY 
How to Get to the Home of the Saved 


Open your Bible to Revelation 22. 

As we saw in our lesson a few weeks ago, not 
all who have lived on earth will be able to enter 
the home of the saved. If admittance were given 
to those who have no reverence for God and 
regard for His law, the home of the saved would 
be no better than the world as it now is. 

Only those can be admitted who have on 
Christ’s garment of righteousness, who in true 
meekness love and obey God. 

Jesus tells us in the Beatitudes, ‘‘Blessed are 
the meek: for they shall inherit the earth” (Matt. 
5:5). He also says, “To him that overcometh will 
I give to eat of the tree of life, which is in the 
midst of the paradise of God” (Rev. 2:7). 

Only those who have accepted Christ’s way 
and have overcome the temptations of Satan can 
enter the kingdom of God. 

As we read the last two chapters of the Bible 
with their descriptions of the new earth, of the 
lovely New Jerusalem shining in the splendor of 
its precious stones of every color, of the river of 
water of life and the tree of life, we say in our 
hearts, “we must be there.” Look in verse 14 
and find who only have the right to be there. 

Jesus is certainly coming. He is coming soon 
—sooner than we realize. Let us be sure that we 
are ready and qualified to enter the home He has 
gone to prepare for us. 


For further reading: Education, pp. 301, 302. 


THINK what wonderful preparations Jesus is 
making for those who love Him. 


Pray to do everything in your power and by 
the grace of Christ to be ready when He comes 
to take His children home. 


FRIDAY 


TELL WHAT YOU KNOW ABOUT: 


A delayed plan carried out. (Sunday’s assign- 
ment.) 

The patriarch’s hope of a better country. (Mon- 
day’s assignment.) 

What Jesus tells us about a new home. (Tues- 
day’s assignment.) 

What John saw in vision of the new earth. 
(Tuesday’s and Wednesday’s assignments.) 

Nature in the new earth. (Wednesday’s assign- 
ment.) 

Work in the new earth. (Wednesday’s assign- 
ment.) 

Entrance to the new earth. (Thursday’s assign- 
ment.) 


Repeat the memory verse. 





Billy’s Christmas Watch 
From page 19 


springs, and screws scattered in every di- 
rection. 

In horror Billy looked at his watch. 
Only the case and the face were in his 
hands. All the works were gone—never to 
be put together again—gone beyond repair. 
What could he do? What could he tell 
father and mother? 

The teacher looked at him in sympathy. 
Some of the boys began to snicker. Tears 
of shame and embarrassment ran down 
Billy’s cheeks. His parents had told him to 
take care of the watch. Now look what had 
happened. And he had a good idea what 
mother and dad would say when he reached 
home. 

Slowly he rose, and with tears still 
streaming down his face, he walked out of 
Sabbath school toward home, knowing that, 
as father had told him, it would be a long 
time until he got another watch. If only he 
had taken father’s advice and been careful 
with this one. If only he had curbed his 
curiosity and left the back on the watch, he 
would still have it in good working condi- 
tion. Now it was ruined. 

But there was one good thing that came 
out of the tragedy. Billy learned that Satan 
has a way of dressing things up to make 
them look attractive and arouse the curi- 
osity. He learned that if he permitted his 
curiosity to cause him to do what God told 
him not to do, or to go where God did not 
want him to go, he would have many un- 
happy experiences. And so, when the hour 
of temptation came he would always re- 
member what happened when he yielded to 
the temptation to look inside his watch— 
and he would ask God to help him not to 
yield. 








COVER PICTURE by A. Devaney 








Vol. 8, No. 51 


JUNIOR GUIDE 


December 21, 1960 


Editor: LAWRENCE MAXWELL 


Associate Editor: WALTER T. CRANDALL 
Editorial Secretary: JUANITA BYRD 


Consulting Editors: L. A. SKINNER, E. B. HARE, G. M. MATHEWS 


Circulation Manager: R. G. CAMPBELL 


Subscription ee in U.S., U.S. possessions, and Canada: one year, $5.50; six months, $2.90; in clubs of three or more, 


one year, each $4.25; six monshs, each $2.25. Other countries: one year, $6.2 


three or more, one year, each 


address to JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 12 


22 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


5: six months, ; in clubs of 


00; six oS each $2.65. In changing address, send both the old ‘and the new 





Gifts of Lasting Value 


The Youth’s Instructor, designed for teen-agers and young adults. 


THE YOUTH'S INSTRUCTOR, the gift with the built-in 
weekly reminder. Written for youth from sixteen to thirty. 
Meets the problems of education, religion, dating, marriage, 
parenthood, jobs, mission service, recreation. Stories, articles, 
and features in a year’s subscription more than equal the 


contents of a dozen hard-cover books, yet the subscription 





costs less than two such books. 


Junior Guide. printed especially for junior youth and early teen-agers. 


JUNIOR GUIDE, an ideal gift for junior youth and early 
teen-agers. It’s their own weekly publication. It’s great! It’s 
thrilling! Twenty-four pages a week packed with stories, pic- 
tures, games, puzzles, campcraft, junior Sabbath school les 
sons, and interesting Pathfinder activity. Your neighbors will 


appreciate this gift to their children. 





Two Great Christmas Gifts that will be appreciated by all. 


Save and shop early from your own home. 

Book and Bible House 
Please fill my Christmas gift order as follows: 

O THE YOUTH’S INSTRUCTOR, one year $5.75 
CO JUNIOR GUIDE, one year 

0 YOUTH'’S INSTRUCTOR and JUNIOR GUIDE, 


combined 10.75 





> 
5.50 


Name , ad Name 


Address Address 





Review and Herald Publishing Association, Periodical Department, Washington 12, D.C 


Order From Your Book and Bible House 
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REMARKABLE ROCKS—7 


Mount Rushmore Memorial 


Thirty-three years ago pneumatic drills began cutting away rock from the face of a 
700-foot cliff on Mount Rushmore, in the Black Hills of South Dakota. Gradually from 
the granite grew the faces of four American Presidents, Washington, Jefferson, Theodore 
Roosevelt, and Lincoln. Mr. Gutzon Borglum was the designer, and he made the faces so 
impressively huge because he wanted to give these four men the honor and dignity they 
deserve. The job took so long that, fourteen years after beginning it, Mr. Borglum died 
and his son finished for him. 

The Bible calls Christ a Rock. God and His Son want to carve a likeness of Jesus, 
not on stony cliffs, but on our hearts. Let’s let them do it! 
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